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tress's scent-bottles; and it was while he was doing this that
Dud got an opportunity to catch Thuella's eye, and he kept
wondering till he got to sleep that night whether he had managed
to throw into the look he gave her anything worthy of the in-
dignation he felt.
He spoke to Wizzie then, telling her to remind him, when they
were actually off, not to forget something Mr. Quirm had given
him, and when he turned round, wondering if he dared to give
the agitated old man a friendly good night, he found that Jenny
had got him out of the room.
Their walk back from Glymes that night was a silent one.
There was a manifest tendency in both Claudius and Dud to
cling to their particular woman and avoid general conversation.
Our friend was scarcely surprised to find, as he held Wizzie
on one arm and clutched the heraldic head under the other,
that the girl took a very different view of Teucer Wye's outburst
than he did himself.
Wizzie's view was that the old man's clever and lovely daugh-
ter was sacrificing her chances of being married in order to
keep a tiresome and fussy old gentleman from becoming a
pauper. "He needn't have come down like that just because
he couldn't sleep. We all have our bad nights, and I know it's
hard, but he should remember that he was the one who in-
vited us here, and it was wrong of him to go to bed just because
he was angry with that Mr. Quirm	 But do you know, I
like Mr. Quirm very much! Do you know who he reminds me
of ? Of the priest in that convent where I lived when I was little—
that priest was dirty and untidy and had funny eyes; but he had
the same tone as Mr. Quirm."
"What tone?"
"Well, it's hard to tell. But I'd say a tone that goes through
a person, if you know what I mean, and is both frightening
and exciting. 'TheP feels the same as I do about him."
"You call her 'Thel' now?"
"Why not? It's what she"—and Wizzie made a gesture
towards the two figures in front of them—"calls her."
"I think Thuella must have behaved abominably to that old
man for him to get so worked up."
"I hate silly old men like that," said Wizzie, hugging herself
with a deliberate little shudder. "He's a gentleman of course,
and the other's a poor man, but I'll tell you who he made me

